The George Scmd-

Well, sad or gay, I love you and I am still waiting for you,
although you never speak of coming to see us, and you cast
aside the opportunity emphatically; we love you here just the
same, we are not literary enough for you here, I know that;
but we love, and that gives life occupation.

Is Samt-Antoine finished, that you are talking of a work of
great scope? or is it Saint-Antoine that is going to spread its
wings over the entire universe? It could, the subject is im-
mense. I embrace you, shall I say again, my old troubadour,
since you have resolved to turn into an old Benedictine? I shall
remain a troubadour, naturally.

G. Sand

I am sending you two novels for your collection of my writ-
ings : you are not obliged to read them immediately, if you are
deep in serious things.

CCXLL    To GEOBGE SAND
Monday evening, eleven o'clock, 25 November, 1872

The postman just now, at five o'clock, has brought your two
volumes to me. I am going to begin Nanon at once, for I am
very curious about it.

Don't worry any more about your old troubadour (who is
becoming a silly animal, frankly), but I hope to recover. I
have gone through, several times, melancholy periods, and I
have come out all right. Everything wears out, boredom with
the rest.

I expressed myself b^dly: I did not mean that I scorned
"the feminine sentiment/* But that woman, materially speak-
ing, had never been one of my habits, which is quite different.
I have loved more than anyone, a presumptuous phrase which
means "quite like others," and perhaps even more than the
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